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' Adieu, count/ said Thalia; ' and remember you are to
come back in five minutes.*

I jumped into the road. It was a clear, sharp night,
the stars shining brightly. The young man was walking
behind, wrapped up in a great cloak, and smoking his pipe.
He came up and, with more courtesy than he had hitherto
shown, assisted me* in shutting the door and asked if I
would tiy a cigar.

I declined his offer, and for some little way we walked
on in silence. I felt unwell; my head ached; my mouth
was parched. I was conscious that I had exposed myself.
I had commenced the morning by vowing that I would
only drink water, and for the first time in my life I had
got tipsy with wine. I had committed many other follies,
and altogether felt much less like a hero. I recalled all
my petty vanity and childish weaknesses with remorse.
Imagination was certainly not such a sure guide as expe-
rience. Was it possible that one, who had already got into
such scrapes, could really achieve his great purpose ? My
conduct and my situation were assuredly neither of them
Roman.

As I walked on the fresh air did its kind office. My head
was revived by my improved circulation, my companion
furnished me with an excellent draught of water. Hope
did not quite desert my invigorated frame. I began to
turn in my mind how I might yet prosper.

* I feel better,' I said to my companion, with a feeling of
gratitude.

*Ay! ay! that wagon is enough to make any one ill, at
least any one accustomed to a more decent conveyance. I
never enter it. To say nothing of their wine, which is
indeed intolerable to those who may have tasted a fair glass
in the course of this sad life.'

* You find life, then, sad ?' I inquired with a mixed feel-
ing of curiosity and sympathy.